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EXALTED FRIENDSHIP. 
(Continued from page 58.,) 


WHEN the preliminaries were set- 
led between him and his future bride, 
Moore set out upon a journey to Ports- 
mouth, to see an old uncle there, who, 
cording to a letter received from his 
house, lay at the point of death, and 
yanted very much to see him. before 
is dissolution. On his arrival at Ports- 
nouth,, however, he was greatly sur- 
prised to find his uncle heartier than he 
ad been for some years, and soon af- 
erwards discovered that he had been 
irawn from the capital by one of those 
facetious gentlemen, who, for the sake 
of what.they call fun, take an. infinite 
deal of pleasure in throwing people into 
situations not at all agreeable to them ; 
into situations sometimes not only whim- 
sically, but often seriously distressing. 

While he. was drinking a cheerful 
glass one evening with his uncle, the 
arrival of a lady, with her daughter, 

flung the old gentlemen into a state of 

_ BB astonishment. 

“Bless me, madam,” exclaimed he, 
“T can hardly believe my eyes.” 

“You may well be surprised, my 
good sir,” replied Mrs. Manton, “ but 
to tell you the truth, the climate a 
so ill with me and my daughter, that 
we desired Mr..Manton to send us 
home; and to endeavour to procure 
his own return to England as soon as 
he could ; for what is all the money in 
















, 
il the 







SOM 









. * & Oi 


Moore soon found from the conver- 
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sation hetween this lady and his uncle, |! kindly intended, and her arguments were 






Miscellany. 


fVol. II. 


that her daughter was the very intimate 
friend of his Harriot: he found also, 
after a few interviews with her, that 
she had made an impression upon his 
heart not easily to be eradicated: he 
found, in short, that: while he only 
esteemed Harriot Stapleton, he loved 
Sophia Manton; and from the dif- 
ferent sensations which he felt from the 
conflict in his breast between love and 
honour, he was in a state of disquict 
which he had never till now experienc- 
ed. He now wished he had not gone 
so far towards an-union with Harfiot ; 
and he would willing have relinquished 
all his golden prospects to be reledséd_ 
from his engagements ; but as he look- 
ed upon himself already married’ to 
her, though the ceremony was not ac- 
tually performed, his principles would 
not sufher him to actin a manner which 
would injure his reputation. 

Poor Sophia, at the same time, had 
her conflicts: her tender heart throbbed 
so much in favour of the first man who 
had occasioned any tumult in it, that 
she was deprived of her usual tranquil- 
lity by day, and robbed of her wonted 
rest by'‘night. Her mother, whose con- 
cern for her was extreme, because her 
affection for her was excessive, admin- 
istered all the consolation in her power, 
and urged her to try not to think of hin 
for a husband, who was too far engag- 
ed with another woman, to her dearest 
friend, to leave her without appearing 
in a very ungenteel, not to say disho- 


the world. without health to enjoy it?’ || nourable light. 


The consolativuns of her mother were 
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rationally applied, but Sophia was nei- 
ther calmed by the one, nor convinced 
by the other. Her heart was.at vari- 
ance, with her head, and the sensations 
of the former overpowered the reflec- 
tions of the latter. 
( To be concluded in our next.) 
——2 oo 
SPARCH AFTER AN OLD WOMAN. 
Letter 2. 

Since my last, a mad wag of my a¢ 
quaintance sent me the following: card. 
“ Dear Dick I have just found what 

ou want. At No. 14———street'there 
fives a maiden aunt of mine, past 64, 
and I am_certain an old’: woman. If 
you make use of my name, you. may be 
introduced under pretence of wishing 
to see her cabinet of natural curiosities, 
of which she has a fine collection. 

Yours, 

J. SNEAK. 


s 
- 


‘requested admittance :—~it was grante; 
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dishevelled, and was clodded by 4, 
wet, it -was night; she was alone, 4 
we Stes r a in view: 
win ared alou ——the torrents 
ed down geily, the moon was on 
loped by clouds, not one star the hey 
isphere afforded to cheer the lonely ty, 
veller. She reached the cottage aj 


13 
t} ‘ 


our 


—she was dried by a good: fire; and re 
mainéd over. night in the hut). and ij 
the. morning. continued her journey, 
Everalia was the daughter of Alphin, 
she was betrothed to Leon, and wa 
beloved likewise by Carlo; they wer 
both heroes ; Alphin had received a ser. 
vice from Carlo, after he had promised 
Leon :his daughter; regardless of his 
word, he commanded Everalia to relin- 
quish her first love, and give her hand 
to Carlo;  Everalia refused ;: a wa 
broke out; both her lovers were called 








Full of expectation, I dressed myself 
in my. best suit and. set out for the old 
woman’s house, her seryant, introduced 
me into a drawing room, and said. she 
would let her mistress know. Ina few 


minutes the old woman as I thought ap- 
peared.;; but I was born to be disap- 


pointed... A woman she was, I believe, 
and full sixty-four, but no o/d woman, 
for she had on a fantastical dress cap ; 





her hair hanging in ringlets down her 
back; a sash round, her. waist, &c. 
Finding this to. be the case, I-took my 
leave as soon as I could; convinced that 
my friend. had played a trick on me, 
and. I did not fail to resent it in a pro- 
per manner. However I must do him 
justice to say, that he apologized in such 
a manner as demonstrated rather,igno- 
rance than design; for he said he 
thought a woman of her years might 
well be called an old woman. Foolish 
fellow : as if years made an old woman. 


a >} ae 


EVERALIA—A Fragment. . 
It was Everalia, she was in. the habit 
of a youth, the strings of her bow were 
slackened by the rain ; her yellow hair, 
which almost reached the ground, hung 





to the field of battle ; foregoing her sex, 
she abandoned:her father’s house and 
followed her beloved to the wars.— 
She ‘was the fairest of the lovely ; her 
eyes were two stars of light; "her white 
hand’ touched the trembling* harp, and 
her voice was as soft as summer 
breezes—tIn the evening of the fourth 
day she reached a wide ‘plain ; the mid- 
night winds in their wrath had torn up 
the aged trees that once adorned it ; she 
beheld the glittering of armour and the 
plumage of warrior’s helmets ; the clang 
of arms jarred on her senses, the jave- 
lins darted to and fro, a thousand 
swords gleamed in the air, the cries of 
the wounded struck a chill on her soul, 
ghastly death stalked around; she lifted 
her eyes to heaven, and’ ejaculated: a 
prayer for the safety of her’ Leon ; night 
came on and the din of arms. ceased. 
‘With the morning came forth two, 
youths:; their visors were up ; Eiveralia 








Virtuoso. | 





beheld the lovers; she concealed!’ her- 
self behind the trunk of an old 6ak ; ‘but 
her blue eyes rolled im search of their 
actions ; each raised bossy shields’; both 
drew their swords ;—they fought !~— 
her heart. beat high: Carlo was  con- 
queror ; the'next stroke would have laid 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


| by 4, antagonist lifeless on the plain. 















Ne, ame was pale; and wildly sad, she start- 
V ~~ forward, rushed between them, and 
ts poylllceived the blow intended for her lov- 
AS enyi She fell! the sanguine effusion 
1€ hen MM oured trom the wound; mournfully 
ely trl. raised her eyes on the beloved Le- 
ge aim, “Tis I,” faintly articulated she, 
Tantedfi™hen groaned and expired! Leon hung 
and redamver the corpse of his Everalia, clasped 
and ie in his arms, and breathed his last in 
ey, sigh. Carlo dropped a tear on the 
Aphin arth that enclosed the lovely pair! un- 
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isturbed they sleep together, in the 
omb of the mountain! 


a ie 
FORTITUDE. 


Fortitude was justly classed by the 
ncient philosophers among the cardinal 
irtues. It is indeed essential to the 
upport of them all; and it is most ne- 
essary to be acquired by every one 
ho wishes to discharge with fidelity 
e duties of his station. It is the 
our of the mind, which will fit him 
or encountering the trials, and sur- 
ounting the dangers that are likely to 
occur in the course of his life. It may 
be thought, perhaps, to be a quality, in 
some measure, constitutional ; depend- 
ant on firmness of nerves, and strength 
of spirits. ‘Though partly it is so, yet 
experience shews that it may also be 
acquired by principle, and be fortified 
by reason ; and it is only when thus ac- 
quired, and thus fortified, that it can be 
accounted to carry the chatacter of vir- 
tue. Fortitude is opposed, as all know 
td Timidity, Irresolution, a feeble and 
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r 4 wavering spirit. It is placed, like 
he other virtues in the middle, between 
. 4, vo extremes, standing at an equal dis- 
vo. fy ance from rashness on the one hand, 
jg (24 from pusillanimity on the other. 
a YOUTH. 

ut @ The youthful mind, like the blossoms 
ir 


y Pe an: early spring, requires:a mild and 
said 

the smallest bud that finds a shelter 

from the boisterous elements, ex- 

pands, its silken leaves replete with 
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odours;..while the strong oak, that 
spreads jts broad arms to the cutting 
blast, awaits the glowing season in na- 
ked poverty. 


ee ae 


ON THE MANAGEMENT OF A LOVER. 

A lover should be perpetually employed ; he 
should have every thing to fear, and very lit- 
tle to hope for : take from him the necessity of 
constant assiduity and he will very soon lose 
the wish to please. Security is the poison of 
love: the little god, if suffered to be conscious 
of possessing wings, will never rest till he has 
tried their strength ; and if once permitted to 
soar from the shackles of allurement, he never 
will return, except to reproach his tyrant for 
past inhumanity. ; 

Every thing that lives, delights in liberty, ex- 
cept the lover ; like the feathered warbler, who 
long confined, sings contentedly in his wired 
habitation, he enjoys his slavery : give him his 
freedom, and he roves a miserable wanderer, 
seeking new pleasures and new chains: nor again 
recovering his wonted felicity until he is again 
fascinated by the spell of female enthusiasm. 

If you would secure the affections of your 
lover, teach him to deserve you, by a proper 
respect for your own attractions, and be assured 
that the moment he ceases to dread the pun- 
ishment of losing you, you will have no far- 
ther claims upon his constancy or affection. 


ee ee 


Dr. Thompson, a celebrated English physi- 
cian, in his day, and equally remarkable for the’ 
sluvenliness of his person, could not endure the 
sight of muffins ; and in his medical capacity 
always reprobated them as very unwholesome. 
Breakfasting one morning at lord Melcombe’s 
when Garrick was present and a plate of muf- 
fins being introduced the doctor grew outrage- 
ous and vehemently called out “ take away 
the muffins!” several times, ** No, no,” said 
Garrick, securing the plate, “ take away the 
ragamuffin.’? 

a > Gems 


A lover wishing to compliment his dulcinea, 
by intimating that she was a celestial being ce- 
scended on earth, unhappily called her a fallen 
angel.” 


a fy Cees 


An Irishman being brought before a justice 
of the peace, appeared very melancholy : the 


-|| justice being a quaker, addressed him in the 


following manner :—‘* Come in friend, and 
comfort thyself; thou shalt have justice done 
thee.” To which Pat replied, by my shoul 
wr: shaint Patrick, that’s all that 1 am afraid 
of.” 





hand to wake it to perfection ; 
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A fellow one day met an old boon companion, 
who very loudly accosted him with “ how do 
you do stupid?’ ‘ Pretty well I thank you, 

namesake,” was the reply. 
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THE CHILD AT HIS MOTHER’S GRAVE. 


Awake ! my mother! 

The ground is cold the wind is bleak, 
And rushes wildly o’er thy head, 
And blows against my cheek. 
Awake ! my mother ! 

Stay no longer sleeping here ! 

A dismal place, and dark is this, 
And all around is drear. 

Thine head was drooping 

When so pale I saw thee last ; 
And will thy drooping head repose, 
Lulled by the passing blast ? 

A better pillow 

Lately gave thee sweeter rest, 
And when soft slumber stole thy woe, 
Thy bosom was my nest. 

And thou wast sleeping, 

When I fondly smil’d on thee, 
And kiss’d the lips so wan and cold 
That would not speak to me. 

Ob! wake my mother ! 

Gloomy strangers laid thee here ; 
‘The weedy turf is all thy bed, 

The hemlock rankles near. 

But thou art silent, 

Tho’ I wander here.alone, 

And gently bid thee come away, 
And give the winds my groan. 

The slirieking night bird 

Flits around this ugly tree, 


And fain would scare me from the place, 


But I will stay with thee. 

The pale star shining, ° 

Waits to light thee to thy home, 

Its beams are sad—thy darling calls, 
And wilt thou never come ? 

Then, full of anguish, 

Let me close my weary eyes ! 

And, nestling in the grass Ill sleep, 
For here my mother lies ! 


——D + Ge 
LOVE.—A Sonnet. 


How sweet is love’s first gentle sway, 


When crown’d with flowers he softly smiles ! 
His blue eyes fraught with tearful wiles, 
‘Where beams of tender transport play : 


Hope leads him on his airy way, 
And faith and fancy still beguiles— 
Faith quickly tangled in her toils— 
Fancy, whose magic forms so gay, 
The fair deceiver’s self deceive. 
Mow sweet is love’s first gentle sway ; 


Ne’er would that heart he bids to grieve, 
From sorrow’s soft enchantments stray— 
Ne’er—till the god, exulting in his art, 
Relentless frowns, and wings the envenom’d 


dart ! 
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| See him with a ha 


10 MY NIGHT CAP. 


How oft with satisfaction’s smile, 
When tir’d with wandering a mile, 
I’ve welcom’d thee with Sey 
And when fatigued with li 
Thy friendly solace oft would warm, 
And prove a poet’s treasure. 
Thy form shall clasp my achiug head, 
When anguish hovers round my bed, 
And bid my sorrows slumber ; 
But virtue must preside within, 
For sleep avoids the soul where sin 
The conscience doth encumber. 
It matters not of what thou’rt made, 
Of humble yarn or rich brocade, — 
If peace the mind possesses— 
For vice on down shall not. be blest, 
But virtue sinks to sweetest rest, 
Tho’ straw alone it presses. 
a ek 
CUPID. 
What is he, who, clad in arms, 
Hither seems in haste to move ; 
Bringing with him soft alarms, 
Fears, the heart of man to prove ; 
Yet attended, too, by charms, 
Is he Cupid, god-of love ? 
Yes, it is, behold him nigh, 
Odd compound of ease and smart ; 
Near him stands a nymph, whose sigh, 
Grief and joy and love impart : 
Pleasure dances in her eye, 
Yet she seems to grieve at heart. 
Lo! a quiver by his side, 
Arm’d with darts, a fatal store ! 
hty pride, 
Ages, sexes, all devour ; 


| Yet, as pleasure is describ’d, 


Glad we meet the tyran‘t’s power. 


| Doubts and cares before him go, 


Canker’d jealousy behind ; 
Round about him spells he’ll throw, 
Scattering with each gust of wind, 
On the motley crew below, 
Who, like him are rendered blind. 
This is love, a tyrant kind, 
Giving ecstacy and pain; 
Fond deluder of the mind, 
Ever feigning not to feign ; 
Whom no savage laws can bind, 
None escape his pleasing chain. 
ee + 
Those lips that seem vermilion bright, 
Are not the coral in my sight ; 
Nor cinnabar, nor ruby’s ray, 
To my admiring eyes convey: 


*s rough storm. 
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No feign’d pretences I admire, tim 

Those lips, I know are lips of fire ; Lie 

By sad experience this I learn, 

‘© The more I kiss, the riore'I burn.” ma 
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